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They were very much alone in the little place with
its striped umbrellas and primitive surroundings.
Even the one waiter had disappeared into the bar and
the sole remaining client was making a rough sketch
of the pigeons strutting about in search of crumbs.
David took Jane's willingly offered hand into his
and leaned across the table.
"We might feel a little awkward at first,*5 he ad-
mitted smiling, "but I suppose we should get over it
in time. Other people do/5 he added hopefully.
She scrutinized him, with that fascinating smile of
hers hovering at the corners of her lips. In his light-
grey flannel suit, soft collar, faultless linen and black-
and-white-check tie, he was certainly a very attrac-
tive figure. She liked the humorous twinkle which
flashed every now and then into his eyes. She also
rather liked that stern look and the crispness of his
tone when he was very much in earnest. He was a
man, of course, very much of a man. She counted up
on her fingers how long she had known him.
"Nearly three days,5' she declared. "That's pretty
well the length of my acquaintance with you, David.
Do you really think it is long enough to justify my
handing my life's happiness into your keeping?"
"It is my honest opinion," he pronounced, "that
you are going to get into a terrible mess here if you
don't. I am not absolutely clear myself as to the man-
ner in which I am going to get you out of it, We are
through the first stage and I can't tell you how near
we came to being sent to a French prison. Anyhow,
putting that on one side, I am not so bad, Jane. I have
never had much to do with your sex. I care for you